Letter from Emily S. Harris to Leander Harris, September 20, 1863 by Harris, Emily S., c.1835-1866

Transcription:
[at the side of the letter written sideways...]
Father has been spiling more blood and is 
quite unwell to-day. The rest are well
[at the top of the letter written sideways...]
I am afraid you will  
not be pleased with This 
letter and I would not 
send it if it I had 
any more paper. But 
it is so late now I can’t
get any more. So you 
will  have to take this 
or none. Oh Leander if 
you knew how lonely I have 
been sometimes the past 
week you would not 
blame me for cursing 
the fate that separates us
I feel satisfied 
that my life is not a long 
one, and how hard it is 
to spend the so much of it 
away from you. But you 
don’t feel as I do 
about it and If I
could only feel as 
though you wanted to 
come home, I should 
feel better.  But I begin 
to feel as though you 





In the first place
I hope you will  excuse this dirty 
sheet of paper as it all I have and 
this is a borrowed one. I should 
feel just like talking with you 
if I were alone, but Clara is 
here and I must hurry it though 
as usual. We are having another rainy 
Sabbath and it makes me home-sick
I received two letters last week 
from you, I didnt have any trouble 
reading your last one as you thought 
I would. I thought it was the prettiest 
hand I ever knew you to write. I advise 
you to write so all of the time.
I havn’t had a letter from Joseph
yet,  but Julia had one last Monday 
and I happened to be there and heard

Transcription:
a part of it read. I hadn’t heard 
from you for over a fortnight and was 
anxious to hear from you, and what 
do you suppose he wrote? He said 
you were well but awful lousy. Julia 
laughed, and I laughed with her, but 
after I got home I went to bed 
and cried about it. I never have 
heard anything about you that 
since you have been away that made 
me feel as bad as that did. I never 
can think of you now without thinking 
of that, and I wish I didn’t know it 
it makes me so figetty. I felt almost 
as though it were myself.
Your advice to Lewis was very
good perhaps, but needless. He loves 
his family too well to leave them 
unless he is obliged to, and I am 
glad of it. His substitute got the 
three hundred from the town and 
he had to pay over the other two hundred
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to Caleb Moulton; and a precious 
little will the government get of it 
after it has passed through a few 
more hands like his
I wish you could have been here
and see what a mean, swindling
piece ^of, business this draft has been through
the whole of it. All Moulton had 
to do when to get the conscripts
accepted was to tell the surgeon 
they were copperheads. And I sup-
pose you or Joseph would have done 
the same according to what you 
write to William and Julia about 
copperheads. If you did but know
it they are all the friends you have 
got here. And they are know ^no more in
sympathy with the rebelion than 
you are. Jeff Davis has said that 
Valandigham is his greatest enemy 
because he is for having the old union
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restored. Julia says our Constitution 
may be wrong and is wrong if it
allows slavery. And so I asked her 
what in the world we were fighting 
for. I knew before that they were not
fighting for the constitution but I never 
found one that would own it before
She said they were fighting to put 
down the rebelion. I never saw a person 
a little tinctured with republicanism 
but that would insinuate that the 
Constitution might be wrong and 
that those men that made it were 
nothing but men after all. That is
all the thanks those good old patriots 
get in these days. You say you love 
your Country, I should like to know 
what you mean by your Country. I 
always supposed it meant the laws (I loved it when we had one)
It has become so alterd under 
this administration that I should
[fragment letter ends here]

Transcription:
[fragment letter from Emily to Leander]
hardly think you would recognize 
it. I don’t love a Country that can make
a law to drag a poor man away from 
his family ^to die or be killed because he dont happen to have
three hundred dollars to give instead 
of his life. Dont you beleive there 
would be volunteers enough if the war 
was carriad on as it should have been?
But what is the use for me to think
of It makes ^me so mad I don’t feel comfortable
Perhaps you will be put out with me 
for saying what I have, but I can’t 
help it, I wont read another of W’s 
letters, or hear them read, and then I 
shan’t hear any of your speeches about
copperheads. I know if you had a 
chance to read all kinds of papers 
as you used to, you wouldn’t have any 
such ideas about them.
Mrs. Hazen Hoyet is dead. She died
last Monday night, very suddenly
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Hiram Nichols and George Merril 
have lost their youngest children 
and John Kimbol who is in the army 
has lost his youngest. And his wife ^ and oldest child are 
very sick, and they don’t think they 
can possibly get well
Speaking of money - I don’t feel worried 
any about not keeping comfortable as 
long as I receive States aid, for that will
pay our board ^here and I intend to earn
our clothes myself some way if we don’t 
have so many. It is quite an undertaking 
now to earn our clothes to what it would
have been once. Nearly every article costs 
twice as much as they did when you 
were here and ^ white cotton cloth costs more than 
three times as much. I have got $70: now 
which I don’t intend to spend unless we are 
sick. The rest you have sent has gone some-
how I can’t tell how. Or no, it hasn’t gone, all
of it, but what remains will have to go. I don’t 
care anything about the money as far as I am con-
cerned as long as your life is spared I am satisfied 
and ask for nothing more. But you have the same interest 
in our children that I have, and will of course save 
all your can for their sakes Good bye darling. Yours Emmy
